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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ON OUR FARM 

Indian Bruce and Big Charlie and Bohemian John have gone, 

And boys with white tender hands and weak backs 

Are cleaning the cow-sheds and tossing the hay. 

I wonder — over there — 

If Big Charlie still wears a sprig of green in his hat, 

If Bohemian John's pipe has been shot away, 

And if Indian Bruce sings his weird lullabies 

Coming home in the twilight. 



THE HUNTER 

The lumber jacks called him Pine-tree Parker. 

He was long and lean and straight and lovely. 

He hunted big game — moose and caribou. 

One year, under the north star, 

He got a shot at a polar bear, 

And carried the glistening white hide to the door of the 

woman he loved. 
His step was as light as a child's 
And padded like an animal's; 

But the hard knuckles of his fist split the panel of the door 
When the woman he loved locked it against him. 
"All right, girl— all right!"— 
And his light step again sought the woods 
And big game — 
Moose and caribou. 
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